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'pyrlght, 1907, by W. O. Chnp
"rteymour," tny brothor-in-law h

wlth a deop drawn slgh, as wo/,Ijiko Gnorgo next day by tho KtfQtaor and ,Saratoga Italiroad,. "rfo/,Pelcr Porter for mo, if you plea* '

slck of dlsguisos. Now that wA""
Colonel Cluy la hero in Atncrlo »»s..rve no good purpoflc; so I /ti(mwoll rcci'lvu tho social conBlA_' kand proper respoct to whlch -/..und posltlon nnturally entltltf' af
"And whlch thoy scctire for/ .°,.

part (oxcopt from hotol cloa ",';.in thls republlcan land." i^WLrl-uiiriskly. /
Kor in my humbio opinior/,.fl"""(?coppeiMiottomcd Hiiobbory.r," ,,'.'Al at I.loyd's, glvo mo u/eo"bornAmorlcan citlzen. /.... ..

A'e travoh-d through Wat"'lhc"
. ordlngly, for tho next L ?r, ,nfrom Malne to Callforn^"'! "?.
Oregon to Plorida, und/"u,r..,0" .

truo names, "conilrmlng / ,, "^, "L ,'
as Charlos fac.-tlously J t\\T°.r' n"other words, looklng ( UJ ,,".".agomcnt and control* r",n,,,.p.*yndleates, mlncs antl/.*1® rA"> tHoWo Inq.ilrcd about cvc^*,*"^rosult of our Invcsti^"8 r^mXd,to be, as Charlos WtrouMed^thethat the Kaboans WaVo ^\\fra £,
sona of Job seemed flJelirM&i RnUin a body to Kanaas t d - ulo.that soveral thousat1'1^,0,1 tallIa
seemed niystcriousb^ure , 'of Uu.Colonel C'lay, Into t^,, brand,ng,pralrles just bcfortf fortunato ln

Howeyer, wo f ot tho Colonel
ayoldlng tho incur/ , m|ffrtttedhimself who mi/ hante,, cttrpetmoanwhllo on soi, BroUndB.to. other hapw-lL ber.ro wo found

It was chlll Oc'|n New Vork on
ourflolvcs safo b Ko j a ll.,.m dt
routo for Lnglat colonul.H dcproda-freedom from fon(11>. lmni?|nod.tlons (as Char,, tR) had ,.,.,, mybut I will not fta"m, aml .I)lr|ts a
brother-ln-law H0 Mvely lhut hc
world of good; h)H torm,..tor must
bogan to fart vellow fever, then
havo Huccuml>)r,co*nH( or f.Ilt,.n hlm-
raging lu rsop;ir, J1(1 ourselvcs, on
sclf 111. as w '

o( c,am ci,owder,
a genorous Hhc,lec, erabs, Jcrsey
.errapln. <n 1)!lcked duckn. Catawba
.i-aches, oar .,,,»,.,.,, rjrandy cock-
Vlne, wlnt Hhortcake. ico crcams,
lails, straw (, a ,.,.,,lolIS brow com-
oorn dodgo* ¦ Colorado corpse re-
aionly kn/
'*ly,''r- ihat mny be. Charlos ro-

Ho"'cy'ow York In excellcnt trlrn.
l'ir,ne'1..,»K ln that great clty tho
*nd. dre^^ nlst> iiC cbeerftilly
wllos of ,nvjt,U|0n or his brother
nccoptof' genator wrongold, ot Ne-
rnlYlon.ipena a few days before sall-

ai Ve Senator's majfnincont and
lnK .'"ished palaco at tlie upper cnd
.^iy,Avenue. , B ..at.X 5 at leaat I shall besafo. Soy,
'i. '" to mo. plalntlvcly. wlth a

5«^mlle: "WrejjKoid at any, rate
^eaItry to takc \n« In^-oxcept, of

,.. ,.
wo" ln tho rogtilar way of busl
aest

rf Nuggett Iln.ll (as it ls popu-
1a>hrlstenod) is perhaps tho hand-

st browtiHtonc raannion 1n tttc

rjVdsonlan stylo on all Flfth Ave-
nr\\e apont a delightful week
,'Vc Tho llnos had fallon to us In
H.-ant place.«. On the nlght wo ar-

icd W'rongold gavc a small bachelor
rty in our honor. He knew bir,
jarles was traveling wlthout Lady
andrlft. and rightly Jiulged he would
refcr on his flrst nlght an lnforma
»arty wlth cards and cigars, instead
)t belng bothercd wlth the charmlng
l.ut stlll somewhat hampering addl-
tions of female soclety.
The Kuest-s that evening wero no

moro than seven all told. ourselvcs in-
Cluded.making up. ^ rengold said.
that perfect number, an octave. He
was a nouveau rlcho himae f.tho
newost of tho now.cnmmonly kno\s_n
ln exoltiBlve old-faBhloncd New ^ork
Bocictv as the Gilded Squatter; for ho
"xtruck lils roef" no more than ten
,-'ears ago: and he was therefor<! aou-

al'y anxlous. aftor the Amorlcan
itvle to bo "Just dizzy wlth
-ulture." In this capacity of Mae-
Bdnas ho had invlted, among others,
Cho latest of KngllRh litorary arr v-

Bl» in New York, Mr. Algernon Cole-
vard the famous poct, and leader of

the Brlar Boso school of V\ est coun-

tT"You °k'now hlm In London, of
rourse'" he observed to Cliarlos wlth
a smllc, as wo waltcd dinncr for our

gucsts. -j
"No " Charles answored. stolldly. I

have not had that honor. Wo move.
vou see, ln different clrcles."

I observed by a curlous shade whlch
passod over Scnator Wrengolds faco
that ho qulte nilsapprehended m>
brother-ln-law's meaning. ^Cnarles
wlshcd to convey, of courso, that^Mr.
Coleyard belonged to a more l'tera,y
and Bohcmlan set In London, whllo he
himself moved on a moro exalted plane
of peers and polltlcians. But the
Senator. better accustomed to tho now

rlch noint of view, undorstood Charles
to mean that ho had not the cntreo of
that dlstlnguished; coterle ln whlch
Mr Coleyard posed as a snlnlng lumt-

nai-v Which naturally made hlm rate

cven hlghor than. beforo his Uterary
acqiiisltlou. ... «_ _ +v.«
At two' mlnutes p.ast the hour tho

poct enterod. Evcn :lf wo had not
been already famlliar. with his por-
trait at all ages ln the Strand Maga-
zlno wo should havo¦' recognlzcd hlm
at o'neo for a genulno bard by his lm-
nassioned eyes, his delicato mouth, tlie
artlstlc twlrl of ono gray look upon
his cxpanslve brow, the grlzzlod mus-

tache that gave polnt and forco to tlie
erenial smile, and the two whlto rows

of porfoct teeth behlnd it.. Most of
our follow-guests had met Coleyard
beforo at a recoptlon glven by tho
Lotus Club that afternoon. for the
bard had reachod New York but the
¦nrevlotis evening; so Charles and 1
were .the only vlsltors who remalncd
to* bo introducod to hlm.
Tho Hon of tho hour was attirod In

ordlnary ovening dross. wlth no fop-
nerv of any klnd, but he wore in his
buttonhole a dalnty bluo flower, whose
namo I do not know, and as he bowed
dlstantly to Charlos, whom ho sur-
veved through his oyeglasa. tho glerem
Df a blg dlamond in tho mlddle: of his
Ehlrt front, betrayed tho fact that the
Brlar Roso school, as It was called
(from his famous oplc), hacl at least
succooded In making inonoy out^ot
nootry. Ho cxplalnod to us a Uttlo
ater, ln fact, that he was oyor in
Vow York to look aftor his royaltlos.

t "Tho hoggars," ho said, "only gave
mo elght hundred pounds oa my last
voltimo. I couldn't stand that, you
know, for a modorn bard, movlng witli
tho ago. can only slng whon dttly
wound up; so I've rtm across to in
vostlgate. Put a ponny ln tho slcV
tlon't you seo, and the poot will pi/
'""Bx'aotly llko mysolf," Charlos ntf.
nndlng a polnt ln eonimon. "I mJ-

eyo once moro aiui aurvoyotl i^iw:

dollberatoly from hoad to.foot. I"
ho murmured slowly. Ho -said f "¦

word moro, but somohow ovorluu»
felt that Charlos was demoltshed

I saw that Wrongold. whon Wi^onT:
ln to dlnner, hastlly alterod thrfartJH
that marked thelr places. Ho W ovi-

tlontly.put Charlos, at flrst to f noxJ-
tho poot; ho varlod that arrari-mf>lV
now, sottlng Algornon ColdyfJ 1>e-
twoen a rallway klng and a igazino
edilor. I havo seldom soonM' ''o?
jpeotod brothor-ln-htw so o</I"°«'ly
sllenued. / ..

Tho poot's conduct durlng 1/ dlnner"was most pecullar, ilo keiviuotlniy
pootry at Inupporttino monuf>

"floust lamb or bolled tuP>'i ah'?

iahl the footrnan.
"Mary had a Iittlo lamb," sald tlio

loet. "I shall lmllate Mary."
Charlos and tho Henator ihought-ho rcniark undlgnllled.
Aftor dlnner, however, under the

nellowlng influonco of Homo excellent
Iloodcror, Charlos bogan to cxpand
igaln nnd grew llvcly ,and anecdotal.
rhe poet hnfl made ua all laugh not
i llttlo wlth vnrlous capltnl atorlcs of
'jondon Ilterary Boeloty.at leaat two
if tliein, I think, new ones.and
3hnrI6s was movod by gcnerous emu-
atlon to contrlbute hls own ahare to
:ho nmtwement of tho company. lie
.vas In exceliont cuo. Ho ls not ofton
irllllant; but when he chooaea ho has
i ccrtnln dry veln of caustlc humor
.vhlch Is docldedly funny, though not
icrhups atrlctly without being vulgar.
On thla pnrtlcuhir nlght, then,varmed with tho aainlrablo Wrengohl

:hnmpagne.the beat mado In America
.ho launched out In a full and em-
iroldercd descrlption of tho varlous
Aaya In whlch Colonel Clay had de-
:elved hlm. I will not sny that he
inrrated them In full wlth the aame
'ranknesa anrl accuracy that I have
ihown In theae pngcs; ho auppreased
lot a fow of tho most amualng details
.on no other ground, apparently, than
-ocauao they happened to tell against
ilmaelf.and he enlarged a good deal
>n tho surprlalng clevernoss wlthwhlch several tlmoa he had ncarly se-
itired hla man; but stlll, maklng all
Ulowances for nativo vanlty In con-
^ealment and addltions, he waa dls-
tlnctly funny.he ropresenttd the mat¬
ter for once fn ita ludlcrous ratherthan In Ita dlaaatrnua aspoct. Ho ob-
served also, looklng around< tho tnblethat aftcr all he had lost by Colonel'Clay fn four years of persccutlon thanho often lost by ono injudlcious movoln a Rlnglo day on tho London StockExchango; whlle he aeomed to Implyto the solld men of New York that he
would choorfully ancrldce auch a flea-
blto as that ln return for tho amuse-
ment and excltement of tho chasc
whlch tho colonel had afforded hlm.The poet was pleaaed.
"You aro a man of Bplrlt, SirCharlos." he sald. "I love to seo thls

tlno old Kngllah admimtlon of pluckand advonture! The fellow must rea.1-
ly havo aomo good In hlm, after all. I
ahould llke to tako notes of a few of
those atorles; they would supply nice
materlal for baalng a romanco upon.""I hnrdly know whether I'm exactlythe man to make tho hero of a novel.'"Charlt'S murmurod. wlth complacence.And he certalnly dldn't look It.

"I was thinklng rather of Colonel
Clay as the hero," the poet rcaponded
coldly.

"Ah, that's tho way -wlth you men
of lettcra." Charlos answored, growlnj?
warm. "You alwaya have a aneakingsympathy wlth tho raacala."

"That may bo better," Coleyard re-
torted In an Icy yolce. "than sympathywith the worat lorra of stock exchangespeculatlon." I
Tho company smllod uneaally. The

railway king wrlggled. Wrengold
tried to change the aubject haatily,but Charlos would not be put down.
"You must hoar the end, though."

he sald. "That's not quite the worst.
The meanest thlng about the man ls
that he'a also a hypocrlte. He wrote
nie auch a let'.er at the end of hls last
trlck.here, roaitlvoly here, in Amer-
ica." And hi procceded to glve hla
own verslon of the Quackenboaa inci-

dent, enllvened wlth sundry Imnglna-tlvo burats of puro Vnndrlft fancy.When Charlcn apoko of Mrs. Quack-cnhoaa the poot ainllcd.
"Tho worBt of marrled women," ho

sald "is.that you cnn't marry them;tho worst of unmarrled womon is_that they want to marry you."But whon lt camo to tho lettcr the
poet's cyo was upon my brother-In-law. Charles, I muat fain arlmlt gar-blcd the documont sadly. stlll, even
so, noiiio glenm of good feeling re-malned In ita sentcnces. llut Charlesended all by saylng:

".So, to crown hls mlHdomeanors, thornacal Bhows" hlmaelf a whlnlng curand a dlsgusting Pharisee."
"Don't'you think," tho poet lnter-

posed, In his cultlvated drawl, "ho
may havo really meant It? Whyshould not Bomo graln of compunctlonhavo stlrred hls soul stlll? Some rem-
r.ant of conaclence mudo hlm shrlnk
from betraylng a man who conllded
In hlm? I have an Idea inyself that
even the worst of rogues have alwavs
some good in them. 1 notico they often
succeed to the end ln retainlng the
affectlon and ildelity of womon."

"Ohl I said so," Charles sneered. "I
told you you literary men havo alwaya
an underhand regard for a acoundrel."

"Perhaps bo," tho poet antfwercd,
"for wo aro all of ua human, I-et him
that lo without sin among us cast the
first stone." And then ho relapsed into
moody sllence.
We rose from tho table. Clgars went

round. Wo adjourned to the amoking-
room. lt waa a Mooriah -marvel, wlth
Orlental hanglngs, There Senator
Wrengold and Charles exchanged remi-
nlscenccs of bonanzas and ranches and
othor exclting postprandlal toplcs:
whllo the magazlne edltor cut in now
and agaln with a pertlnent Inqulry or
a uualnt and sarcastlc parallel ln-
atance. It was clear ho had an eyo to
future copy. Only Algernon Colcyard
aat broodlng and Bllent, with hls chin
on one hand and his brow Intent, mus-
ii'g and gazlng at the embcrB in the
.(Ireplace. The hand, by the way, waa
remarkable for a curlous, antlque-
Iooklng rlng, apparently of Egyptian
or Etruacan workmanshlp, wlth a pro-
.lectlng gem of aeveral large facets.
Once only. ln the mldst of a ganio of
vhiat, he broke out with a slnglo coir-
rnent.
"Hawklns was made an earl." sald

Charles, speaking of some London ac-
qualntance.
"What for?" npked the Senator.
'Succeasful adulteration," aaid tho

poet, tartly.
"Hnnors are easy," the magazlne

edltor put ln.
, "And two by tricks to Sir Charles,"
the poet added.
Toward the closo of the evenlrig,

however.the poet stlll remainlng
moody. not to say posltlvely grumpv.
Senator Wrengold proposed a friendly
gamo of Swedlah poker. It was the
hiteat fashionable variant ln Western
Boclety on the old gambling round. and
few of us knew lt, aave the omnlaclent
poet and tiie magazlne edltor. It
turned out afterward that Wrengold
t-roposcd that partlcular game becauso
he had heard Coleyard observe at the
Lotua club the aame afternoon that it
waa a favorito amusement of hla. Now,
however, for a wnlle he objected to
playlng. He was a poor man. lie said.
and the rest were all rlch; why should
he throw away the value of a dozen
goldcn sonnets Just to add one more
pinnacle to the gllded roofs of a mil-

llfinnlre's palacc? Bosldes, lie Wns hnlf
way through wlth an odo ho waa In-
dltlng to repuhllcan slmpllclty. Tho
prlatlne austnrlty ot a democratlc seri-
ntorlnl cottago had naturnlly Insplred
Mm wlth nif-inorles of Dontatus, the
Fnbll. Camlllus. But Wrengold. dlnily
aware he was bolng made fun of some-
how, Inslstcd that tho poet must tuke
a hand wlth the ilnanclers.
"You can paas, you know," ho sald,

"ns oftcn na you like; and you can
stnke h/W, <>r ro lt bllnd, accordlng na
you're inclincd to. It's/ a demdcrntle
game; every man decldes for hlmaolf
how hlgh ho wlll play, exoept tho
banker; and you needn't tako bank un-
Icbs you want It."
"Oh! if you lnslst upon It," Coloynrd

drnwled out, wlth languld reluetnnco,
"1*11 play, of course. I won't spoll yourevening. But rcmembor, I'm a poet! 1
havo strango insplratlons."
Tho cnrda were "squoezors".that Is

to say, had tho auit and tho number of
Plps ln each prlnted small In tho cor-
ner, as well as »ver the face, for easo
"f referonce. We played low at first.
The poet soldom staked; nnd when ho
dld.a few pounda.he lost wlth slnpru-
lar perslstenee. He wanted to play for
douhloons or sequlns, and could wlth
(lltdculty bo induced to condescend to
dollars.
Charles looked across at him at last;

tho atakes by that timo were fast rls-
Ing hlgher. nnd we plnyed for ready
money. Notes lay tliick on tho grecnclolh.
"Well." ho murmured prnx-ok'lnely,"how nbout your Insplratlon? llas

Apollo deserted you?"
It was an unwonted fllght of clnssl-

cal nlluslon for Charles. and I confcss
lt nstonlahed me; (I dlscovored after-
ward ho had crlbhod it from a revlew
In that evenlng's Crltlc.) But tho poetsmiled.

"No." he answerod rnlmly, "T am
wnltlng for onn now. When It conivfl
you may ho suro you shall have the
beneflt of It."
Next round, Charlos de.iling nnd

banklng, tiie poet staked on his card.
un«een as usual. He staked llko a
gentlemnn. To our Immonxo astonlsh-
nient he pulled out a roll of notes and
remarked in a qulet tone:

"I have an Insplratlon now. Half-
hearted wlll do. I go five thousand."
That waa dollars. of course; but lt

-imounted to n thousand potinda In
Engllsh money.high play for an
author.
Charles smllod and turned hla card.

The poet turned hls and won a thou¬
sand.
"Good shot!" Charles murmured. pre-

tendlng not to mlnd, though he de-
tests loslng.

"Insplratlon!" the pnet mused, and
looked once more abstracted.
Charles dealt aerain.
The poet watched the deal wlth

hoiled-fishy eyea. Hia thoughta were
far away. Hla llps moved audlbly.
"Myrtle, and kirtle. nnd hurtle." he

muttered. "They'll do for three. Then
thore's turtle. meanlng dove; and that
finlshea the posslble. Laurel and cnral
make a very had rhyme. Try myrtle;
don't you think so?"
"Do you stako?" Charles, nsked, ae-

verelv. intTruptlng his reverle. The
poet started.

"No. pass," he renlled looking dnwn
nt hls card, and subsided iuto inutter-
ing.
We caught n tremor of hia llps

agaln. and heard something llko thls:
"Not lesB, but more repuolLcau than

thou. TTalf-henrted wntcher by tho
Weatern sea. After long years I come
to vislt tllee, And test thy fealty to
that rnnlden vow, Tluit bound theo in
tliy buddlng primo For Frccdom's
brlrlo."
"Stake?" Charles lnterruptcd lnqulr-

lngly agaln.
"Ycs, livo thousand," tho poot nn-

swcrcd dreamlly. pushlng forward hls
pllo of notes, and never ceasing from
his murmur: "For Froodom'a hrlde to
all aucceedlng tlme. Succceding; sue-
ceedlng; weak word, succecdlng.Couidn't go Jr> on it."
Charles turned hls cnrd once more.

Tho poet had won ngatn. Charles
pasBed over hls notes. Tlio poet raked
thern In with a faraway air, ns one
who looks nt inflnlty, and asked if
ho could borrow a pencll and paper.
He had a few prlcelesa llnes to set
down which might othcrwlao cacapc
him.
"Thls Is play." Chnrles sald polnledly.

"Wlll you klndly attond to one.thlng
or tho other?"
The poet glanccd at hlm wlth a com-

pe.sslonnte smlle.
"I toid you I had bupirrttlom," he

sald. "They alwnys come togothor. 1
can't wln your money as fnst hs 1
would llko unless at the sanie tlme I
am maklng verses. Whenever I hlt
upon a good cnithct, I hack my luck.
don't you scc? I won a thousand on
half-hcarted and a thousand on bud¬
dlng; if I wero to back succecdlng 1
should lose, to a certalnty. You under-
Btnnd my systcm?"

"I call lt pure rubblsh ," Charles an-
swered. "However, contlnue. Systems
wero made for fooln.and to sult Wiso
men. Sooner or latcr you must lose
at such a stupld fancy."
The poet contlnued:
"For Freedom's brido to all ensulng

tlme."
"Ktake!" Chnrles crled, sharply. We

each of us staked.
"EnBiilng." the poet murmured. "To

all enaulng tlme. First rnte eplthet.
that. I go ten thousand, Slr Charles,
on ensulng."
Wo all turned up. Some of us lost.

some won, but the poet had sccured
hla two thousand sterllng.

"T haven't that amount about me."
Charles snld In that austerhly nettled
voice whlch he always assumes when
he loses at carda, "but.I'll aettle lt
wlth you to-morrow."
"Another round?" tho host aaked.

henmlng.
"Xo. thnnk you." Chnrles answorod'

"Mr. Coleyard's lnaplratlons come too
pat for my taate. Hls luck beata mine.
I retlre from the gnme. Senator."
Just at that moment a servant en-

tered benrlng n salver, wlth a small
notr- ln nn envelope.
"For Mr. Coleyard." he observed,

"and the messenger sald urgent."
Coleyard tore it open hurriedly. T

could see he was agltatcd. Hls faco
grew whlto at once.
"I.I heg your pardon." he sald. "I.

T must go back lhstantly. My wlfo is
dangerously 111.uultc a audden attack.
Forglve mo, Senator. Slr Charles, you
shall have your rovenge to-morrow."
, lt was clenr thnt hla voice faltered.
We felt at leaat he was n man of feel-
ing. He waa obvloualy frlghtened. Hls
coolnesa forsook him. He ahook hanus
as in a dream and rushed down stalrs
for hls duat coat. Almoat as he cloaed
the front door a new gu^st entcred,
Just mlsslng hlm In the vestibule.

"Helloa, you men," he sald. "we've
been taken in, do you know? It'a all
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over the TwOtus. The man we made an
honorary ruember of the club to-day
Is not Algernon Coleyard. Ile's ii
blatant Impoator. There'a a lelegrum
come In on the tape to-nlght sayln.;
Algernon Coleyard la dangeroualy ili
at hia home in Englnnd.

Cliarles gnsped a vlolent gnsp.
"Colonel Clay!" ho shoutod .aloud

"And once more he's done me. There'f
not a moment to lose. After hlm, gon-
tlemen! After hlm!"
Nover before ln our llves had wf

had auch a close shave of cntchlng ant)
h.xlng tho redoubtable awlndler. We
burat down the atalrs in a body, nnd
rushed out into Flfth Avenue. The
pretended poet had only a hundred
yards atnrt of us, and he saw he wnf
discovered. Hut he was an excellent
runner. So was I, weiglit for age. and
I dnshed wlldly nfter hlm. He turned
round a corner; lt proved to lead no-
where, .nnd lost him tirne. He dnrted
back agnln mndly.

Dellghted wlth the Idea thnt I wnf
capturlng so famous a crlmlnnl. I re-
doubled my efforts.and came up wlth
hlm panting. He was wearlne: a llght
dust coat. I Belzed lt In my hnnds.

"I'vo sot vou nt last!" I crled. "Col¬
onel Clay, I'vo got you!"
He turned nnd looked at me.
"Ha. old Ten Per Cent.!" he called

out, struggllng. "It's you, then, Is lt?
Never, never to you, slr!"
And ns he apoke he aomehow flunc:

hla arma stralght out behlnd hlm und
let the dust coat alip off, which it
eaally dld. the 8leeves being new and
amoothly sllk llned.
The auddenneas of the movoment

threw me completely off my gunrd. and
off my Iega aa well. I waa cllnging
to the coat and holdtng hlm. Aa the
support gnve way I rolled over back-
ward ln the mud of the street. and hurt
my back serlously. As for Colonel
Clay, wlth a nervous laugh he bolted
off at full speed ln hls eventng coat.
and vanished round the corner.

Tt was some seconds before I had
sufflclently recovered my breath to pick
myself up agaln and examlne my
brulaos. Ry thls tlme Charles and the
other pursuers had come up, and I
explalned my conditlon to them. In-
atead of commending me for my zeal
ln hls cause.whlch had cost me a
barked nrm and a good evenlng sult.
my hrother-ln-law romnrked, wlth an
unfeellng aneer. that when I had so
nearly cnught my man I might as welt
have held hlm.

"I have hla coat, at leaat." I said.
"That may afford us a clew." And I
llmped back wlth It In my hands, feel-
ing horrlbly bruiaed and a good deal
ahnken.
When we came to examlne the coat,

however. it bore no maker's nanie:
the atrap at the back, where the tallor
proclalma wlth prldo hla hnndlcrnft.
had been carefully ripped off, and Jta
place was taken by a tag of plaln
black tnpe without inacriptton of any
aort. We aearched the breaat pocket.
A hnndkerchief, simllarly nameieas,
but of lineat cambric. The slde pock-
ets.ha! what was thls? 1 drew a
piece of paper out ln trlumph. lt waa
a note.a real tlnd.the ono whlch the
servant had hnnded to our friend just
before at the Senntor's. We read lt
through breatblesaly:

"Darllng Paul: I told you It. was
too dangcrona. You should have lia-

tened (o me. You nught never to hav%
Imltated any real person. 1 happened
to glunce at the hotel tape juat now,
to aee the qnotatlona for Cloetedropa
to-day. and what do you think I read
aa part of tho Iatest telegram from
ihiglnnd?

" *Mr. Algernon Coleyard. the famous
poet. la lylng on hla dcathhcd at hla
homo ln Devonshlro.'
"By thla tlme all New York knows.

Don't atop one mlnute. Say I'm dan-
gerously 111, and come away at once.
Don't return to the hotel. Iam remov-
Ing your thinga. Meet me at Mary's.
Your devoted MARGOT."
"Thls la very Important,'! Charles

sald. "Thla doea glve us a clew. Wo
know two things now: hla real name ls
Paul.whatever else it may be.and
Mnie. Plcardet'a ls Margot."

I searclied the pockct again, and
pulled out a ring. Evldently he had
thruat thcae two things there- when ho
aaw mo pursulng hlm, and had forgot-
ten or neglocteil them ln tho heat of
the molee.

I looked at It close. It was the
very rlng I had noticed on hia flngcr
whlle he waa playlng Swedlsh poker.
lt had a Inrge compound gem ln the
oentre, aet wlth many facets. and rls-
Inpr like ii pyramid to a polnt ln tho
mlddle. There were eight faces ln all.
some of them composed of emcrald.
amethyat, or turquoise. But ono face-.
the one turned at a dlrect nngle to-
ward the wenrer'a eye.was not a gem
nt all. but nn extremely tiny convex
mirror. In a moment I spotted the
trlck. He held thla hand carelessly
on the tuble whlle my brother-ln-law
dealt; nnd when he saw that the sult
and number of his own card mirrored
in it by means of the squeezers were
better than Charles's. he had "an In¬
splratlon." and backed hls luck.or
rather hla knowledge.wlth perfect
confidence. I dld not douht. elther,
that his odd looklng oyeglRss wns n
powerful magnitier which helped liim
ln the trlck. Stlll. we trled another
dcal. by way of experlment.I wearlng
the rlng: and even with the naked eye
I was able f) disr.'nguish in every caso
tho sult an.l pipa of the card that was
a».alt me.
"Why. that waa almost dishonest."

the Senator sald. drawlng back. Ho
wlahed to show us that even far West-
ern apeculatora drew a llne somewhere.

"Yea." the magnzlne edltor echoed.
"To back your skill ia legal; to back
your luck la foollah; to back your
knowledge Ia."
"Immoral." I suggeated.
"Very good ousiness." aaiil the mag¬

azlne edltor.
"It's a almple trlck.", djlrtei Inter-

poaed. "I ahould have spaiffed it If it
had heen done by any other fellow.
But hla patter about lnsplrhtion put me
elean off tho trnck. That's the raacal's
dodge. Ho rilay'a the regular conjuror'«*
eamc of diatractlng your attentlon
from the real polnt at issue.ao well
that you never flnd out what he'a
really about tlll he's sold you irre-
trievably."
We set the New York pollce upon the

trail of the Colonel; but. of courae.
he had vanlshed at once. as usual. lntu
the thln amoke of Manhattan. Not a

eign could we flnd of hlm. "Mary's,"
v.'G found an Insufflclent addreas.
Wo waited on ln New York for a

whole fortnight. Nothlng came of lt.
We never found "Mary'a." Tho only
token of Colonel Clay's presence vouch-
aafed us ln the city was one of hls
customary Inaulting notes. It was con-
celved aa followa:
"O Eternal Gulllble: Slnce I saw you

on Lake George I have run back to
honrlon, and promptly come out agaln.
I had business to tranaact there, lu-
deed, whlch I havo now completed.
The excosaive attentiona of the Engltsh
pollce sent mo onco more. Uke great
Orlon, 'aloplng slowly to the west.' T
returned to America in order to aee
whether or not you were stlll lm-
penltent. On the day of my arrival I
hnppened to meet Sonator Wrengold,
nnd accented hia kind Invltntlon aolely
that I mlght aeo how far my last
communication had had a proper ef-
fect upon you. As I found you qulte
ohflurate. and as you furthermore per-
slsted ln misunderatanding my motlves.
I iletermlned to read you one more
small leaaon.

"It nearly falled, and I confesa the
areldent has affected my nerves a llt-
tle. I am now about to retlro from
buslreas altogethor, and settle down
for 11 fe at my placo in Surrey. I mean
to try just one more small coup, and,
when that ia tlnUhed. Colonel Clay wlll
bang up hia sword, llko Clnclnnatus,
and lake to farmlng. You need no
longnr fear me. I havo reallzed enough
to sucuro me for lifo a modest com-
nntohce, and as T am not poasessed,
Uke yourself, wlth a,n Immodorate
greod of galn. T recognlzo that good
cltizenahlp demanda of me now an
carly retlrement In favor of some
vounger and more deserving rascal.
[ ahall always look back with pleasure
upon our agroeable advontures to-
gelher. and na you hold my dust coat,
togother with a rlng and letter to
whlch I attnch importanco. I conslder
we aro qults, and slmll wlthdraw wlth
dlgnity. Your Blncera woll wlsher,

"CUTHBF.RT CLAY. Poet."
".lust Uke hlm!" Charles sald, "to

hold this ono lnst coup over my head
in torrorem. Though even when he haa
Played it, why should I.trust hls wordl
A Bcamp Uke that may say lt, of
course. on purpoae to dlsarm mo."
For inv own part. I qulte. agreed wlth

"Margot." When tho Colo.nel was re-
ducod to droasing tTro part of a known
personago I felt he had reachod almost
hla last card, and would be well ad-
vlsed to retlro Into Surrev.
nut tho magazlne edltor aummed up

all in a word.
"Don't belleve that nonsenso about

fortunos beliiBT uiailo hy lndustry and
ablllty," ho said. "In Hfe, as at carda.
two thinga go to produce auecess.the
llrst ia chanco; tlie aecond la ehcatlngv

i

V Rellrf to lluth.
"At last!" he alghed, "we're alone.

1've been hoplng for thla chanco."
"So have I," said sho. very frankly.
"Ah! you havo guesaed, tht\n, that l

wnntod to tell you that I lovo you."
"Yea, and I wnnt to say 'no' and Ket

lt over wlth".The Cathollo Standard
aand Tlinos. ^_


